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“Be Just and Fear not--Let ‘a.u the Ends thou Aims't at, be thy Country's, thy God’s and Truth's”

THBE THUE SOUTHRORN, Establhhed Jone, FS &8

=5 'nﬁ-amnnlqnuds received.
__Tmtecest calcalazed at the rate of 4 pec ceat.
_-mqm'uly. =

L3,
IDYE STUFFS.

Phynms I’reamptmm wefnli;
aud orders answered
2 :mlltm :nd dispatch. .
23 will find my stock of
e Heﬁalen complete, warranted genu-
= ma&dﬂme best quality.
- Cali ud gee for yourselves.
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TALBOTT & SONS
. ENGINES AMD BOILERS,
.-GRIST MILIS

- AND
. SAW MILLS
-are ascknowledged to be the
best- ever sold in this State.
‘When you buy one of them you
aresat:diqi tha.t you have made
" Wrrite for our prices.
- Coiton Ging and Cotton
Presses at - bottom figures. I
can sav6 you money.
“¥, C. BADHAM,
‘Geasral Agent, Columbii. S, C.
Home Office and Factory,
_Bmhmond, Va.
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NOW READY!
- STANLEY’S GREAT BOOK,

I¥ DARKEST APRICA.

" BY HENRY M. STANLEY.

o Sl

in two volames of sbout 550 pages
-each, with two stee! engravings, and

77 150 illesirations and maps.
There is no other manuscript, print-
dbook or pamsphlet, this Spring of the

year of oer- Lord. 1890, that contains
axy aeeol!t of this region of horrors
other thax this book of mine.— Hexry
M. Staxver.

TSe¢ whole Gistance traveled by Stanley,
from the moath of the Congo to Zaosivar,
Fas and the time consumed iv
the oxploration was thres yesrs. [tis ‘‘as

. meviag aod anthrdhnglu!e 88 was ever
" told bj =an,” and it wes writien by Stanley
;s feat which is not leas remark-
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the expedition itself.
WM. COHEN, Jz.,
FiEE Agent for Sumter County.
“. DINZINS, Sab Agent.
©Oet 15.
MAGHINE SHOP.
" Al kinds of

MACHINE WORK REPAIRS

can be bad ia Samter, at short potice, aod in
&omyheuehu*:f work, at the shop re-
contly opened by undergigned on Liberty
Btrest, nesr the C. S. & N. Depot.

Bollers Patched, and Mill and Gin
.~ Wak 2 Specialty.

. Prompt atteution gives to work in the
country, sad first class workmen sent to &t-

!nd 0 samus.
“Oal> 82 the sbop or address through Samter

Postoffice
Avg 13 EDGAR SKINNER.

- REAL ESTATE AGENCY.

' URDERSIGNED hes established a
_Real Estate aod Collection _geney in

and desires property holders baving
P for sale or reat to list same witd
M?Vn;: weared r‘uuea:nd reots collected
Ry = £ given. Office on

ain Streat g4 L. B. Cartis’ store.

~ Apr.30, W. H. COMMANDER.

—_—

SUMTER. S. C., WEDNESDAY DECEMBER 31, 1890.

"NOTHING SUCCEEDS
LIKE SUCCESS.

The reason RADAM’'S
MICROBE KILLER is
the most wonderful med-
icine, is because it has
pever fuiled in any in-
stance, no matter “what
the disease, from LEPRO-
. 1| SY to themmpleat disense

koown to the buman
system.

CAUSED BY MICROBES,

“AND

RADAM'S MICROBE _KILLER

Exterminates the Microbes a.nd drives tgm
' out of the system, and when tbatis done

cannot hsve an ache or pain.
what the disease, whether & simple case of
Malarial Fever or a combination of diseases,

-all dm eom:u:innlly.

Astbms, ‘Oopsumption, G-tarrh
Broachitis, Rheamatism, Kidoey and

- Liver Disease, Chills and Fever, Fe-

male Tronbles, in all its forme, and, in
fact, every disease known to the'human
‘system. '

See that our Trade-Mark (same ag above)
appears cn each jug;.

Send for book ‘‘History of the Microbe
Killer,” given away by Dr. A. J. Chios,

Droggist, Sole Ageat.
Jun 22
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' Ely’sCreamBalm

Clesrses the Nasal Passages. Al
lays Inflammaiicn. HealatheSQres.
‘Restores tho Senses of Taste, Smell

and Hearing.
into each nostril and

A particle Inapplied
-mu.bl ice 50c. at Druggists or
I T RROTHER S 26 Warren St New o

Adnoe tothaAged.

lnﬂrnlue-.. such as s}:ﬁ-
weak kidneys and b!
andurpid liver.

Tﬂt‘E’s Pills

haven fgetroet ﬁa,l.:_lhe-e i
stimula e bowe FIII‘ ar=
-l dheha:g‘n without straining or

IHPABTING VIGOR

to the kidmeys, bladder and “lver.
They are adapted to old er youug. -

SOLD EVERYWHERE.

Stomach, Diarrheea, and Feverishness.
Thus the child is rendered healthy and its
sleep matural. Castoria contzing no
Morphine or other narcotic property.

4 Castoria is s0 venndnptedtoehﬂd:mthat
Immmditumpmortompmw
known to me.

m South Oxrord St-. Brooklyn, NY.

«1 pse Castoria in my prwﬁee and find it
adapted to affections of children.™
.Arxx. Roszrreon, M. D.,
lowszve.. 'New York.

“TFrom h:oﬂed a’. . observation
Ycan s (hnorhhane:callentmedicine
ftg Mn%u&hm'?mdrﬂhm

up bowe system very
mﬁmllwp mothmhlgv?mtoﬂmotm“-
cellent effect upon their children.™

Taz CxxravE CoMPAXY, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.
r

$L0C0.00 2 vor, 13 bring made by John R
Goodwin,Trox.N.Y. at work for us. Keader,
you may met make as much, but we can
teach yoa quickly bow tovam from $5 to
$10 a dey at the start, aud more a8 yoa go
!s--;h scxcs, all ages. Inamy part of

[/ing all your time,or o Fe lwoments only to
the work. All is new. Great pay SCRE t-r
every worker. We start you., furnishiug
everything. EABILY, SPEEDILY leamneil.
YAKTICULALS I‘BEE. Address at coee,
b‘l DSON & nnl-

I M. NIGHOLES,

Experienced Land Surveyor.
—AND—
Civil Engineer.

Solicits the patronage of the community
generally,

P. 0., SUMTER, 8. C.
Sept. 17.

iF YOU ARE GOING WEST

AND WANT LOW RATES

To Arkansas,
Texas, Missouri, Colorado. Oregon and Chali-
forpia, or any point WEST or NORTB-
WEST— IT WILL PAY YOU

To write to me.
FRED D. BUSH,
D.P. A, L&N R.R.
38 Wall St., Atiania, Ga
Nov. 5.—x

R. W. BRADHAM,

SUMTER, 8. C.

AM PREPARED TO REPAIR AND
Rebuild, a8 wel! as to build outright, all
kinds of Vehicles.

HORSE-SHOEING A SPECIALTY.

Also repair all parts of broken Machinary.
Keep on hand a stock of Check and Giobe
Valves and Fittings. Also keep Pumpson
band and put them down. I handle the

SMITH’S SONS IMPROYED GIN,

which is as good as any on the market, and
gives entire gstisfaction,

Aug 21

: - The scientific men of |.
> to-ﬂl;r clsun and prove that every dtmse is |-

No  matter |

| we cure them »ll at the same time, as we treat

 Degare of Franilnt Iniains!

Wheelwright and Blacksmith .

A Ohristmas Experience In
Seven Ghapters.

3y T. C. DE LEOK,

Author of “Creole and Puritan,” “The
Rock or the Rye,” “Four Years
in Rebel Capitals,” efc.

{Copyright by the Azthor. All rights reserved.]

. CHAPTER V.
IX THE DEPTHS.

“She told me she could make it all right
- with yow.”

How long I gazed stupidly into the fire
I know not, but the shadow of the past
rose out of it, shutting out the present
atterly. No sooner was the pressure of
her prosence taken off than my mind re-
boundad from the White Mouse. I for-
got her very existence-

Blacker and blacker grew the coals,
and with them the gloom of my thoughts
grew deeper and deeper: but, bitter as
they were, the cold became more bitter
gtill, and I was literally driven by it to
seek my own room.

As 1 entered the door I almost ranover
the hostler, who was still engaged in his
mysterious interview with Tom.

“And are you sure you understand

, Bosley?” the latter was saying,
“We mnst have no risk of a mistake this
trip.”

“I got it all yere, plain as writin’,” re-
sponded sagely he of the stables as he
tapped his forehead. “Let 'un zee—
moon rises at three, starts at four, drives
nineteen miles in two hours and a balf,
and feeds light on cat feed and looks out
for Jalap's kickin® of his near foreleg.”

“Right as a trivet, Bosley! You're a
trump, and this is yours:” and Tom
chucked the fellow a bright half eagle as
he left theroom. Then he jerked off his
coat and lighted an Havana.

I could stand it no longer.

turned upon Tom and prepared to charge.

“Hold a bit, old boy,” he said. *I
have treated yon badly, I know.”

A fierce snort was the only response I
deigned to give.

“Yes, [ know it, but prudence was
oseential. You're not riled?”

“Riled!” I answered, with forced calm-
ness. “I can't see how you have used
me badly, but you must permit me to
say you have done yourself great in-
Justice.”

. Tom seemed a little puzzled.

“And you have done a palpable, a
grossinjustice”—I was grand now, doing
the outraged virtwous—*to an old per-
son who"—-

*Oh, bother the old person!" he inter-
tupted, carelessly. **Buf then you have
really twigged what I am up te in the
morning?™

“In the morning.” A ray of light be-
gan to dawn upon me.

“Yes, in the morning. I'm going to—
now, old boy, don't look scared—I'm
going to run away and be married!”

To be married! And in the morning!
The ray of light was a blinding gleam
now. 1 was literally staggered. I
dropped into a chair with a big lump in
my throat

“Yes, my boy, ’m tobemarried in the
morning. You know I'd have told you
before, but Bet and I only fixed it yester-
dsy. She arranged it all in the sleigh as
we came along; and, for reasons you
know so well, we must be quick; I'm
done for if the old pariy svspects. But
it's all fixed—you’re to help me.”

“] help youl” I gasped, faintly.

“Certainly. Whoelse? You must come
with us; you must he best man: yon
must go with us to Unclo Bob and help
Bet explain all about the'—

“Lieat. Jones!"—I rose stiffly and stood
at attention as Tom's eyes opened very
wide—*Lieut. Jones, I have no criticisms
to make on your cousin's course. If she
desires to"——

“Desires! the devill Why, man, she
planned the whole thing—arranged the
Christmas frolic, suggested all the de-
tails of the elopement, and she 3pecmlly
insisted you should aid ns.”

“She did?”

“Yes; she said you were 50 fond of us
both vou'd be glad to do it.”

Oh, the cruel girl! the hardened, in-
grained flirt! This was why she had led
me on then. Tom kept on, speaking
rapidly, but with no sense to me in the
gound till I canght:

“So you see, my dear boy, it was she
originated the affair; she planned every
detail, not 1.”

“Stop sir!” I cried, hoarsely—my face
maust have been purple; it felt black—
“vou have a right to run away, perhaps
—to stoop to anything you please—the
lady is to be your wife. But, by heaven!
you have pno right to coimnpromise your
cousin by gaying these things.”

“There's something in that,” Tom mut-
tered, thoughtfuily; ‘I musn’t let Bet's
name get out, of course. I only told you,
you know.” I gave a grunt that was
meant for scalding sarcasm. “‘Bet will
tell you all about it herself.”

**Qh, she will,” I panted.

*“To be sure. She told me she could
make it all right with you. That's what
we were talking about when you drove
over the cad today.”

Oh, the cold blooded, heartless co-
quette! To deliberately plan a torment
for me thus! And he, my old scheol-
mate, my bosom friend! If the soft
answer that turneth away wrath had
been a deadly weapon I should have
unsed it then. But it wasn’t, so I said no
word, only strods about the room, loosen-
ing my neckcloth by fierce and sudden
tugs.

Tom, lying flat on his back and puffing

some wonderment. At last he said
cheerily:

“Well, old boy, don’t take onso. It's

deuced sight more serious to boot. So

As the grinning groom left the room I

little wreaths into the air, eyed me with

CROSS PURPOSES

as sudden for me nsitis for you, and a '

. Tl count on you of course in the morn- |

n

ing.

“Count on me! I fell you I'll have

nothing to do withit. Your uncle Blythe

| woald never”——

_“Popcorn! I say; Bet will make it all
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right with Uncle 150D. 1 Yeruy beneve
he'd have helped us if we had dared to
trust our secret.”

“Helped you! Mr. Blythe not object!
And still youn are mad enough to risk Iet-
ting the tongue of gossip soil the name'
of the woman you love! You plan this
mad escapade far away from his roof
when he might have consented”—

“To what”* Tom sat bolt upright on
the bed, resting on his hands, behind
him. A strange, fitful contraction swept
over his face, followed by a very grin of
agony. [ was merciless.

“To your union with his danghter,” 1
said sternly.

My words struck him like a ballet. He
clencked his teeth until the cigar drop-
ped in two from them: his f:.ca grew
crimson, its muscles twitched convaul-
sively and Lis chest heaved with a des-

perate struggle for breath. Then, with |-

a gasping sob, he buried his face in the
pillow, while his whole frame shook and
trembled like an aspen.

I was pained, shocked. The sight of
the tears of bearded men” is always
tonchir:; beyond expression, and besides
[ was at a loss to account for the great
violence of his sudden emotion.

1 became more puzzled as I looked, for
he still sobbed and shook with the weak-
ness of a child.

I walked up and down the room and
tried to think more calmly. Afterall 1
had no real claim on Miss Betiie. She
had refused me once and never allowed
me to address her again; I could not but
gonfess that. True, she had let me think
there was hope, but what woman is
strong epough to refuse to sniff the in-
cense burct upon the altar of her vanity?

'Then Tom, too, was an old and tried

friend. Poor fellow! how he shook and
groaned in his great agony! and if a vici-
ous flirt had cmelly played upon my feel-
ings through him, why should I let that
react upon his head?

No! I would be a Roman! a very
Pythias! I would crush down my own
feelings into my heart; I would brave the
mayor's anger; I would die of smothered
rage, but her feline tnumph should be
cheated of its prey.

Yes, I wonld do as she had planned for
me. I would see her wed another, would
give her away at the altar, and not one
of the thousand tormentsthat were rend-
ing me shonld give her the expected
pleasure of its evidence.

Twice Tom had raised his head and
moved his lips in a-fruitless essay fo
speak; twice a torrent of mixed passions
had swept over him:

Aund then a moment o'er his face

A tablet of unutterabls thought was traced,

And then—
he buried it in the pillo% again! There
was something in his syes that made me
shudder with a shapeless, undefined
dread that his reason might give way.

Now he lay quiet. He had ceased to
sob, but his face was still buried in the
pillow, wnile ever and again a quick,
hysteric snudder ran throngh him.

Ilaid my hand kindly on his shoulder:
*Tom, old fellow, I was hasty,”

He slipped away from my touch like a
hurt chiid, and again the shudder, long-
er and more marked than before, thrilled
through him.

I respected his feelings too much to
look upon his suffering; I blew out the
candle.

“My dear old boy!" he muttered hoarse-
ly. The voice was still much broken,
with a hystericcatch init. I only pressed
his hand for answer, but I felt the bed
snake under me with the efZort he made
to control himself. Ii was a mightyone.
Then he spoxe again.

“We have been friends for years,” he
said. “Youknowme foraman of honor,
and I pledge you that honor my—my
uncle will be fully and entirely satisfied
when—when helearns—that—that Thave
married his daughter!”

Once more his feelings overcame him;
once more he crushed his face into the
pillow while the gust of passion rent and
shook him.

I was more mystified than over.

Was he deceiving me? No, he wasa
man of honor; he wotld never stoop to
that. Baut, then, why this terrible emo-
tion he could not control?

A startling thought leaped into my
brain. Great heavens! was Tom drunk?
Had he gotten liquor from Bosley, the
hostler? No, that was too absurd.

1 gave it up; I was dead beat.

Still wondering, I threw myself ready
dressed upon the bed. Tom lay quiet
now, but I intended to watch him by
the fitful firelight, lest his intense excife-
ment should make him really ill.

But the narcotic administered by the
ancient spinster, added to my unwonted
exertions behind those demon horses in
the frosty air, were too much for me,

I slept profoundly.

CHAPTER VI
TIIE DARK HOUR BEFORE DAY.
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“You'll take Bet” Tom whispercd

hoarsely in my car.

How long I slept 1 know not, but I
was lying only half awakened when I
heard a very gentle tap at the door.

The moon had risen, and her great
white disk shone clear over the trees.
throwing a broad light into the room.
Tom heard the tap and sprang up on the
instant. By the moonlight I saw that
he was dressed as when he first threw
bimself down. and could not have been
to bed. As he opened the do. gently:

*Sh—h. dear Tom!" said a soft voice
in the hall. *“The moon is up. and I
heard Bosley take the sleizh over the
snow about ten minutes since.”

“T'm all ready, Bet dear: won't be a
minute.”

“] couldn’t trust the servants, of
course, and fearing you'd be too late, 1
thought I'd call you myself,” Bettie an-
swered.

(ireat heavens! what an escape I had
made! How had I misunderstood that

girl! Here was a bride elect on the very |

verge of a runaway waking her lover
herself, urging haste in his movements,
and generally being as cool as a cncum-
ber.
“That's
“Annat:

she aadel coolly.
and the oid laly

right.”

all ready,

B

‘she persuaded that little milk-an

sleeps like William Tell; so nurry, aear.”

I breathed a fraction more freely. At
all events, she was to have another fe-
male in the escapade. That would be
more respectable, perhaps, when the af-
fair came to be talked of. But how had
d-water
thing to brave her Argus and the pro-|
prieties at such an hour and for such a
purpose?

I actually pinched myself to see if 1
was really awake. The whole thing !

segmed like an ugly dream, and I could |

scarcely realize that a single day could
have crowded into it the overturn of all
my hopes that had almost grown to cer-
tainties; the substitution of so unex-
pected a rival; and, more than all, the
unheard of fact of Anna Belton stepping
so far out of her modesty as to make me
a formal declaration of love!

No! I was wide awake. The whole
series was only too real, and there was
Bettie Blythe standing at our door in
the gray dawning. She was really going
to run away with her cousin. She had
in very fact driven me to desperation,
and she had actually persuaded the
White Mouse to rebellion.

It was really remarkabie what won-
derful sway she could exert over all who
came within her influence. And yet
there was no tremor in her voice to show
the slightest agitation. By George, she
was going to clandestine mzatrimony as
she would to her breakfast!

“He’s ready. He's going with us, of
course,” Miss Blythe definitely said
*You told him I would settle that?

An irrepressible groan of rage and
despair burst from me. They did not
notice it as Tom answered:

“QOh, yes. But you must be careful to
explain fully as soon as you can.”

*Leave him tome,” was the short an-
swer. ‘‘Now wake him.”

“In ope minute; he’s all dressed,” Tom
replied, cheerily. “But you ought to
know that he thinks”— He stepped into
the hall and drew ttre door gently behind
him.

He was only gone a moment. A sound
of whispering and a half smothered sob
came over the fransom: a light step
tripped up the hall, and Tom re-entered
with his hands pressed over kis face.

Then I knew he had toid her how I had
spoken. 1 felt a thrill of trinmph that
she heard I had borne the news so calmly.

“Wake up, old fellow.”

Tom stood by my bedside, and I saw in
the moonlight something of the expres-
gion on his face it had worn the might be-
fore. It died out, however, as I spoke.

] am awake. I have no dressing to
do,” I said, gloomily.

We Wwers soon ready. Walking stealth-
ily as burglars, Jones and I reached the
foot of the broad stairway. The back
door stood wide opem, and the moon-
light, faintly reflected from the dark
panels, showed two muffled and veiled

awaiting us.

Youll take Bet,” Tom whispered
honsely in my ear. Once more he
prussed both hands against his face as if
to repress his feelings.

Like an animated statue I advanced
and offered my arm to the veiled figure
nearest me. For I was resolved! She
should never have one ray of trimmph
over me to brighten the blackness of the
wrong she was about to do her doting
father.

I noticed the little hand she rested on
my arm trembled slightly. She had
some feeling, then? If was more than I
had suspected, but I only grew stonier
and stonier. I set my face like a flint.
Tom approached her companion very
quietly, drew her arm through kis with
more deference thau I thought necessary
with such a weak, inane little brides-
maid, and led the way out of the hall on
tiptoe. Silent as the grave we followed.

As we stepped out into ths moonlight
I felt rather than saw the veiled face by
me turn up to mine. I shivered from
head to foot, but that perhaps was part-
ly owing to the bitter ¢oid of the dawn,
and looked straight ahead. Then once
more I heard that bursting but repressed
gigh; once more the tremor of her frame
Was S0 pa.mfully evident that I almost
wavered in Iy balief of her heartless-
pess. Did she at last repont? Did she
really feel the heavy crime she was com-
mitting toward her father? Or, great
heaven! could there be the b&rest possi-
bility that she had awakengd? Could she
feel that even now it wasfnot too late—
that she had not utterly thrown away a
heart she could nevfs replace? There
was such delirinm in the bare idea I al-
most framed the wild hope into words:
but pride as much as hozor came to my
rescue. I was pledged to Tom, and I
was gilent.

Softly and swiftly we followed the
other c¢couple over the erisp, crackling
surface of the snow; down the broad
lane, under arching trees that sified
the moonlight through them in sil-
ver spangles; through snowclad hedge-
rows standing like an army of specters
at present arms.

Here we found the sleigh, the impa-
tient horses blowing out great cloads of
mist, and the more impatient groom
blowing out greater clouds of smoke
from his black pipe.

“Well, leftenant, we's pretty nigh
a-freezed,” was his salutation. *All
ready, gir, and un's in fust rate trim: do
the nineteen miles in two hours sure!”

Tom answered never a word. He
almost lifted the light form of his brides-
maid into the back seat, and as he tucked
the buffailo around her with most un-
necessary care I saw she had preased her
handkerchief to her eyes and was sob-
bing bitterly. Poor fragile child! 1
thought. To feel thus for the folly of
another, and that other— I cast ome
glance, my first, at the still figure on my
arm. Not a sign was therc of any emo-
tion, not a single ray of feeling, not a
spark of repentance.

“T'11 drive,” Tom sz2id to me shortly.

He looked very gravo and pale now as
he bundled his bride into the front seat
with 1auch less ceremony than he had
used to her brideamaid. Then he gath-
ered up the reins as I stepped in beside
the still weeping blonde.

We were off.

COAFPTER VIL

VICTORY!

She put her loyal hand in mine and mur
mured, very gently.
We took a road utfterly unknown to
me—up hill and down.
No one spoxe a word. I hal plenty of
time to think, baut somehow my ideus
refasel to come inanv sort of ordes e

thonaht however, kept rolling upppr—
most in the surging stream of 1dea.:~——to !
be true to my proud resolve mot to aid
her trinmph by one weak look even!
And there she sat, crouche¢ up in the
buffalo, holding hermuff before her face,
and seemingly more anxious about the
tip of her nose than about her future
state. Once she turned, looked pityingly
at her weeping friend.

“Don’t cry so, Anna darling.
soon be over.”

Ye gods! Here was coolness for you!
But the tender one, far from seeming
comforted, only bowed hat head still
lower, while she ceased to sob.

At last the moonlicht waned. A pale,
sickly flush rose over the face of the
east, and as we reached the crest of the
next hill the day broke.

Tom turned two or three timesin the
next mile and glanced uneasily at the
still, bent fizure beside me. It seemed
to me he took very unnecessary in-
terest in that young person’s crying.
Perbaps, however, her evident reluc-
tance to aid in his disgraceful proceed-
ing raised remorse in his bosom. Still,
I rather respected the White Mouse for
her sympathy in her friend's unwomanly
position, and as we passed the next
heavy shadow of trees I tried my hand
at consolation. Stooping toward her 1
said very gently:

“Pray be comforted. A foolish girl
will throw herself away sooner or later,
you kmow. Believe me, if my opinion is
of any value to you, I feel that none ‘of
the =in, little of the folly, of today is at
your door. I know you were entrapped
into it; I know you wouldn’t do it if
you could help yourself.”

The others had failed, but I was suc-
cessful. The weeping White Mouse
stared at me a moment, straightened
berself up and the same flash she had
left me with the night before came into
her eyes. Then she dried them, stuffed
pandkerchief and hands into her muff
and looked dead at the gray’s ears.

At first I hardly understood that look,
then I was fully satisfied. She really
did love me then, after all, and my ire
at the perfidy of the pair before us woke
a sympathetic flash in her. Isaid noth-
ing now. I felt she would be comforted
by the commendation of the man she
loved o strangely.

Up the steep we rattled, and straight
ahead of us at the base of the winding
hill stood a little country church, its
graceful spire and old fime moldings
standing out in clear cuof silhouette
against the white clad hill behind it.
Tom straightened himself up, pointed to
the church with his wkip and then
without a word let it fall on the sorrel’s
flanks. The steaming horses answered
with a rush down the hill, whirled us
past the white railed church yard and
drew up at the door of the old parson-
age, lying almost within it. As we
stopped the sleigh bells shook out a
merry marriage chime that called a gen-
tleman into the porch. He was a tall,
handsome o0ld man, with a forest of gray
beard framing a ruddy face, and a
sparkle in his clear cye that showed him
not all szint.

“You are prompt as welcome, my
dear children,” he said, as he lifted Miss
Riythe from the sleich and bent down
to kiss her forehead. *“All is ready.
Tom. I got your letter and the license
just in time, and your courier’s zeal wag
proven by the foam that covered his
norse.”

“It was a tonzh ride over country
from the Bull's Eye,” Miss Bettie chirped
out with perfect composure, while the
still silent Tom helped the blonde to
alight, “anl xou1 may be sure we man-
aged it in a hurry, Mr. Lindsay. I had
to make frigistful Jove to the old clerk—
almost kiss him—before I could get the
paper.”

And Miss Bettie actoally. laughed
softly while the wicked black eyes
rested for a single second upon my own.
I was absolutely struck dumb—mction-
less—with one leg over the scraper and
one to the knee in 4 snow drift. The
coolness of that young woman paralyzed
me. The old gentleman laughed.

“You are a worman of business, Bet,”
he said.

Woman of business! Did ever bride
before run away with licutenant of
Boomerangs and then beast her prowess
to the parson’? Woman of brass. he
meant. But he only added:

*The paper is a little irregular after
all, but I'll make it do. There's nothing
I wouldn't do for the daunghter of my
dear old friend.”

Phaebus and Cupid! He'd cven help
her to an elopement with a penniless
bos! Some brilliant refleetions upon
the corruption of the church popped into
my mind, but before I could frame them
into portable shape they were cut off by
the clear, sharp voice of that inscrutable
bride elect:

**And this, of course, i3 Miss DBelton,
and this our first and enly groomsman.”
So was I introduced to the Rev: Dr.
Lindsay. =

I shook hands very mistily and nttered
something unintelligible. Then before
the awkward boy from the rectory
stables had persuaded himself to take
the horses’ heads in charge the doctor's
wife appeared ot the stepsin the neatest
of morning toilets. She kissed Tom
and the girls with the most motherly
empressement.

I have heard of you from Eettie,” she
said pointedly to me, and then glanced
at that wicked young person.

Once more the dark cyes flashed into
mine for a second, and they so magne-
tized me that I could scarce resist knock-
ing the head that ccntained them against
that of the rector's wife. By a lmge
effort, however, I mastered the impulse,
and left that lady free to say:

“Do take a cup of coffee, mydears. It
is hot and ready. You will wait break-
fast till after the ceremony, but you
really need something hot after your
long ride.”

Bettie looked at Tom. Tom, who by
this time was very white aud immensely
golemn, only shook his head shortly.

It will
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tae readmg desk and threw the rest of
the building into still more dismal dark- |
ness.

Just before we reached the door, Misg
Blythe pressed my arm half nervously,
and looked into my face with more of
hesitation than she had yet showp

“I ought to explain,” she said softly.
*Toin told me how you'—

I looked at that girl. There wasno
need for speech—that look was enough!
With a sort of half sob her face dropped
in her hands in what I could only feel
was becoming shame.

In tbe aisle Tom stopped. tutned &
ghastly face to ine, while his white lips
moved in a soundless effort at speech.
He extended something in a hand tha.
shook plainly. Miss Blythe held oumt
bers—it was steady as that of a practiced
duelist—took the something and pressed
it into my fingers.

“The ring,” she whispered.

I took it passively. By this time [ was
completely conquered. A young person
who could plen an elopement, arrange
every detail herself, choose her avowed
lover for sole witness, and finally wake
the groom at midnight, had power to
startle me no further.

As we approached the chancel I let go
the bride's arm mechanically and ranged
up at Tom’s right side. Forbearance
was leaving me fast. My boasted
strength had all gone long ago; I was
wandering in my mind and weak in my
knees. I was dead beat. Bat for pure
shame I should have rushed from the
church and wallowed abjectly in the
snow without. When we all dropped on
our knees I could not strangle down the
sob that burst from my heart, and the
bitterness of my spirit found vent in
anything bat the utferance of the prayer
the time and place called for. How long
we knelt I have no idea. It might bhave
been seconds, it might have been homra
Somehow I found myself again standing
up. clutching the chancel rail for sup-
port, while the tall form of the rector
seemed miles away, and his words came
dulled to my ears through a boom in
them like that of angry surf.

I could think, hear, feel nothing. 1
had but one comsciousness, that 1 was
wretched—wretched!

Tom’s tremulous responses fell mean-
ingless npon my ear, and yet, through
all my agony, ] listened with strained
intensity for the words in which she was
to speak herself his.

Those words never came—only a soft,
muriacr, 48 of the spring breeze. Even
in that supreme moment of agony I felt
a tender, yearning pride that all the
womzan in her was not dead—that it had
at last been touched, even in the depths,
by the solemnity of tha sacrifice at which
she held a part.

The doctor’s hands were laid npon the
wedded pair.

It was done!

I staggered zlone into the glaring san-
light on the church yard snow.

* * * * #* L

As we dashed down the main street of
Piketon at 10 a. m. that day, our sleigh
bells screamed with a rollicking jollity
that brought many a face to door and
window. :

Mrs, Lindsay's wedding breakfast had
been of the very best, and the bridal
party. plucking appetite out of the inev-
itable, enjoyed it huzely. Even after
the clear coffee and feathery waffles
could tempt no lengzer, they had lin-
gered to listen to the-rector’s genial flow
of talk.

Mayor Blythe was just meunting his
sober old horse as we dashed into his
avenae at a slashirg trot.

*Flello!” he cried, arresting one foot
half way over the beast. *‘Back so soon?
And youn, too, Anna? Why, we will
have our Christmas dinner here, after
all, theo!™

*(Oh, darling papa! You'll forgive us?
Now promise you will!" and Bettie
bounded from my side and threw her
arms round the chief magistrate of Pike
ton.

“Forgive you, puss! Why, of cotrse
[ will. But for what?

Oh, papa, he's just the dearest fellow
in the world! And he couldn’t help it.
"Twas all my fault, wasp's it now? She
turped to me :

“Not for the life of him! I cried, slap
ding Tom on the back with wild hilarity.
He deserves the very best wife in the
Iand, Mr. Blythe, and I'm sure hes
found her!” Here 1 kissed the bride's
hand with a fervor that smacked again
in the frosty air.

«\Wife! What do you mean? cried
the inayor, descending rapidly from his
saddle.

» *Now, papa, don’t be impatient”—=

“Impatient, the devil! You'll drive
mewild! Herc"—this to me—*‘youn seem
to have your wits left. What does the
girl mean?”

“Bat you forgive us? You promised
to forgive us, that's a darling old papal”
and throwmg her arms round the bewil-
dered mayor she led him into the snug
little parlor. Thon she shut the door
catefully after we had filed guiltily in.

“Now, you dear old paps, we all fap
away—that is, Tom and I ran away™—

“Ran away!" roared the mayor, very
red in the face.

“Yes; but it was my {ault, wasn't it,
Tom? And, oh! papa, I'm so glad we
did, and we married’'——

«Married!” The old gentlettian’s face
was purple now.

“Yes, papa, at Dr. Lindsay’s church
at & o'clock. Now, don't be angry, you
dear, dear papa! And we married—that
is, Tom married—Anna Belton!”

“Oh—oh!” whistled the mayor. *‘So
that's the secret, is it? 5o yon ran away
with the golden fleece, you littlo Jason
in petticoats!” and the old gentleman
laid his hand kindly upon the golden
locks of the blushing Mrs. Tom. *“Well,
[ will promise not to be angry."

“But—my sunt” Mrs. Tom blushed
and glanced slyly at her hasband. ““How
can I tell ber?”

“How she will rave! Why, I had
quite forgotten her.” cried Mr. Blythe,
with a furious fit of laughter. *‘To sleep
with one ere open for ten years and losé

Then he drew thearm of that blonde
waterspout—bher eyes were running like
a millrace again—tenderly within his |
own. As for me, Istood knee deep in:
the snow where I had alighted. My |
head seemed whirling round, and the
people near me looked dim and misty.
Tom turned shortly to me.

“You take Det.” he said in a hoarse
whisper.

Before I could recover from the strange-
ness of the arrangement and obey, that
wonderful young person had slipped her
arm quietly into mine and said, with a
tremor in her voice: |

“Thanks, dear Mrs. Lindsay, but we '
prefer the marriage first, and then we'l}
all feel more comfortable to enjoy your
nice things.”

Feel more comfortable! Could ske :
feel more comfortable? I didn't wonder
any longer that Tom had yielded when
“she planned the whole affair.” Such
coolness would overcome any man. DBut
I couldn’t but admire her pluck, though!

The rector tucked his wife under his
arm and led the way over the crisp path.
We followed into the side door of the
c‘1 U 4 where two candles blinked upon

i maker, so I'll put off business todsy and

! sion.™

{ must
. Christmas dinner in forgiveness. Tell
: her it is too late now, and ske has noth-

i away with onr own.

i by your mystery, for _

her treasure after all! Bad children,
bad children! DBat I see I ntust be peace-

drive over to ‘Shadynook’ on that mis-
*And. p2

peace with
bring

., you must make our
Aunt Belton, and yeu
her back to eat her

ing for it but forgiveness. And she can
ride over, too, papa.” added Miss DBertie
sancily, “for we left “er horses and ran

*“She shall come, p1 ven if I hate
to elope with her mysel.. DBuat you can’t
tell what a shock you gave me, my baby,
1 know, yom
rogue, | never mean togit - you up!

“Then, sir.,” | osaid quietly, ‘“‘after
what she has told me.this mornirg, we
will have to come and live with you.
For | uever mean to give hﬁ‘ up!”

It was Bettie's tarn to blush now,
down to the snowy ruffie against her
delicate throat: but she put her loyal
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hand in mine and murmured, very
gently
“He loves me so well. papa!™
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| CSLL FOR & ¥ATIONAL €ONVENTION OF

ALL INTERESTED IN THE THIRD PAB-
TY MOYEMENT.
KANSAS Cm, Mo ,‘}ecmherla —
whiely
originated at the recent Farmers’
Alliance Convention, took defimite
shape vesterday,; when a call, bearing
signatures of one or more men froms
seventcen States, was issued fromr
TFopeka, Kansas, fora mational een-
vention. ‘Fre call is as follows ¢
“\WHERELS, Im» unity there ig
strength, therefore it s desirable that
there should be a union of alt the
variously named organizations that
stand en common ground.  Fo this
el the individoals from varions
States which are hereto signed make
this call for & mational conference, ter
be compused of delegates from the
following erganizations, namely :
“The hidependent party, the Peo-
ple’s party by its representafives j
the Unwon Eabur party, bydts repre-
sentatives ; the late Federal and
Confederate soklierz, by their repre-
sentatives ; the Farmers® Alliance,
the Farmers’ Mutual Benefit Asso-
ciation, the Citizens’ Alhanee, the
l\mwht-. of Labor, the Colored Fare
mers’ Alliance, and alt other indus-
trial organizations that sapport the
principles of the St. Lounis agreement
of December. 1889. Each State
"organization to send one delegate
from each Congressional district- and
two from the State-at-large, and each
district organization to send not less#
 than three defegates, and cach coun-
[ty organizatoin not less than  one
delegzt2, to be ehosen aceorting to
the eustom of cach respective organ-
:zation, during the month of Janu-
ary, 1891; also that the editor of
each newspaper is hereby vited ag

| a delegate that has advocated the
| principles of the $t. Louis agreement

and supported the camiulates nomi-
nated thereor in 1899,

“The delegates to meet in the city
of Cincinnati, Ohio, on Monday, the
23d of February, 1891, at 2 o'cleek
P. M., for the purpose of forming 8
National Union party, based upon the
fundamental ideas of finance, trams-
portation, labor and land 'end the
transaction of other legitimate busi-
ness in furtherance of the work
already begun by these organizatians,
preparatory to a umted struggle for
conntry aml home, in the great
political eonflict mow pemding that
must decide who, in this country, is
the smerexgn-—the citizen or the

dolar.”
=

s&5~ Chauncey Depew was relating
in his Syracuse address his experi-
ence on Farmer Evarts’ domain in
Vermont. and how champagne and
milk had been set out for his edifica-
tion with the remark that ‘they both
cost the same,” when a talt farmer
far back in the erowd, who had been
literally drinking in every word Mr,
Depew sakl, \elied out the unanswer-
able and Ittcral]) stunning mquiry,
‘Say, Chauncey, which did yon take!”

8~ A correspoudent called apes
J. D. Roekefeller, presideut of the
S-andard Oil €ompany, and asked
him regarding the report that he
proposed emlowing a $20,000,000
university in New York City. ‘There
is nothing in thg,” he s2il, on read-
Ing a rfhp.:leh !JCaI‘IIT on the matter,
‘nothing whatever ; no, ot & L!nng

82y Nature 12 now smiling in her
rambow drapery ot vines and tlowers.
Economica}l mature, who turns her
dress to suit the scasons as they como
ant gen.

s~ Men eapnot cxcel i more
things than one ; awd, i they can,
they lrad better keep quiet 2bout 1t.

s~ A young mar who went on
the racket one night Iound himself oo
the rack nest morning

sa~ Teacher—‘kn what battle was

General Blank killed !’ Briglst BQ'«_*.

‘His last one.’ &

35~ Is there anvthing that hasits
toes behind 2 A steam tug has its tows
behind.

ga~ The anthotess of ‘% Brother
to Dragons’ writes like a sister to
dragoons;

g~ A Bore is a presen{ nuisance,
but he may augur well.

“The New Discoverys

You have heard sour friends and neighbord
talking ahout it.  You may youreelt be one of
the many who know frem persoral eXpefienice
jurt kow good a thing it is. If yoit have ever
tried it, you are ona of its staguch friends, be-
couse the wonderfal thmg about it ie, that
when once given a trisl, Dr. King’s New Dis-
covery ever after holds a place in the house. If
you bave never ured it and rhould be afdfcted
with 2 ecgh, cold ue any throat, lung or chest
trouvle, secure n bottle at ones dnd gife it =
fair trial. It is guarazfeed every tlime of
money refunded. Trial bottles ftee at Dr.J. F,
W. DcLorne’s Drug Store. [3

OUR VERY BEST PEOPLE.
Confirm our statenrent when we say that Acker's *
English Retiedy is in every way gaperior to:7
any aud all other preparations for the 'Ibronh.
and Lungs. In Woooping Cough zid Croup:=

S
P o

o~

r

it is magic and relieves at once: We offer yott: v

a sampie bottle fres. Remermber, this Remedy
18 s0ld on 8 posilive guaramtee by J. F-We °
DelLorme. _3

i el ;

DO NOT SUFFER ANY LONGER:
Knowing that a coogh can be ¢hecked i6-d
cla_-. and the first stagés of cénsumption brokent -
in & week., we hereby gusrantee Dr. Afker's
English Cough Remedy, anid will fefokd the

maney fo all who buy, take it as psrduocimn:,
and do nut ﬁn! our star.oment co’rfecl:.

rairing phlegm, llghtne&a ).p “q
quickened pnize, chilliness intingg d
swents at night. all ot any of-Hresgthing4¥

the first atages of consumplior,.
English Cough numealy ﬁ“ﬁ_ a2
symptems, snd i sold am
antee by J. F. W. lJ'eLn‘r
e

For Over Fif{; _
Winslow’s Soosiiog S:mp bas’ beeﬂ &
for children leeth‘ing 1% sootbies the °
child. sofiens the gumeg I allayg-Allpaih, cures
winrd eolic, and is the oY _remedy for
Diarrhest. Twentpf}vq’,?rn:stbolw

B e i

The qullt\ ufl!' tﬂood e d"' mﬂch apon
good or bad -'}tg&mn..lndenm ~wilation. Ta
make the 1ne h§d r eh i lite angd strength-

Mrs.
used

giviog consiifighizs wse Dr. J. H. Mclean's
Sacgaparil a8 will ponrish the properti =
of the |||n__ﬂ_d from \\hlgb’ thie elements of
viiality g %, } vligct

Ir \eg I "O!I! of _sotts,
nee\-mlv_ﬂf ‘Wr. 3. H, Ychean's Sarsas

purilin gheer! ieiuluess will reterss and life will
AequiTE BN Z' St v Joct

nlt irritate vour lnngs with a stubborw
gh when a pleasant aml eﬂ'orlwe remedy
Fv ghe found in Dr J. N.Loan's Tag
tleeh

" cross and
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